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That breast, how dreary now, and
For her too scanty once of room !

Ev'n ev'ry ray of hope destroyjds
And not a wish to gild the gloom 5

VII.

The morn that warns thj approaching day5

Awakes me up to toil and woe :
I see the hours in long array;

That I must suffer, lingering, slow*
Full many a pang, and many a throe,

Keen recollection's direful train,
Must wring my soul, ere Phoebus, low,

Shall kiss the distant, western main.

VIII.

And when my nightly couch I try,

Sore-harrass'd out with care and grief?
My toil-beat nerves, and tear-worn eye.

Keep watchings with the nightly thief:
Or if I slumber, fancy, chief.

Reigns haggard-wild, in sore affright:
Ev'n day, all-bitter, brings relief,

From such a horror-breathing night.

IX,